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scorn: "Ye blind fules," he said, "ye dinna ken what
manner o' mon yon Mairtin-Hairvey is! I'm tellin' ye
he's a durrty mon! I'm tellin' ye if he had'na three
valets to keep him clean, he'd be verrminons /" The
constant repetition of "Mairtin-Hairvey; Mairtin-
Hairvey/' shouted along the usually quiet street by
these speakers, at last caught the ear of an observant
parrot in a window who was soon adding her screams
to the general uproar; this accomplishment so tickled a
devotee of our plays that he offered five pounds for the
bird and (the owner accepting) Polly was carried off,
still shrieking "Mairtin-Hairvey; Mairtin-Hairvey."
That these absurd scenes should not lack a touch of
grace, however, our cause was embraced by that charm-
ing lady, Mrs. Hilton Philipson, then M.P. for the
Berwick Division of Northumberland and known upon
the stage as Miss Mabel Russell. She was passing
through Edinburgh and paused to lend a voice in our
defence. She mounted a rostrum outside the theatre
and the crowd, which had by this time grown apathetic,
was at once charmed into rapture by the spirit and
beauty of our eloquent supporter.
By  the   Saturday  of our  week  in  Edinburgh the
contents sheets of the papers announced:
" ACTOR BOYCOTT FIASCO 1"
We had won.
But dire consequences threatened to overtake us at
Glasgow, our next stop. The Secretary of the Actors'
Association, Mr. Lugg, had stated that, if I did not toe
the line and come over to his Union in the course of a
few days, a far more intensive campaign would be
started against me. What the nature of this campaign
was to be has never been divulged. A strange rumour,
however, reached me when we arrived in Glasgow
which was so grotesque that I paid little attention to it.
But the rumour persisted that the minions of the
Actors' Association intended to prevent my appearing in